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PARLOUR COMPANION. 


Tho’ thus confined, my agile thoughts may fly 


Through all the regions of variety. 


OTWAY. 
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THE FORTUNATE ACCIDENT.—J Tale. 


( Continued.) 
I PROTRACTED my walk until 


near eleven, and then ventured to in- 
uire after the. charming woman’s 
health; the lovely litthe Hebe ran out 
to proclaim my welcome, but alarmed 
me by saying the doctor had ordered 
her mamma not to get out of bed, and 
the sympathizing Sally informed me 
the amiable sufferer had not even clo- 
sed her eyes; and though I had not 
courage enough to be particular in my 
inquiries, I would have forfeited half 
my income to have dared presenting 
In what way 
to render assistance to the amiable suf- 
ferer I knew not; at length the idea 
struck me, that a female could act with 
less reserve, and I instantly called up- 
on my sister, and in confidence impart- 
edall I knew. After rallying me with 
severity upon this sudden attachment, 
and the truly romantic appearance 
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introduce herself to the fair unknown. 
As my impatience was too great to ad- 
mit of formality, I would not leave her 
until she had assured me she would 
frame some plausible excuse for calling 


springs from innocence of mind. She 
is lovely in her person, though far in- 
ferior to Mrs. Mortimer. With the 
admiration naturally paid to a beautiful 
woman, she evidently is gratified, and 
her person receives all those adventi- 
tious aids of ornament by which she 
fancies her charms are improved.— 
Though she had promised to driveim- 
mediately to Matilda’s humble dwel. 
ling, and though upon handing her in- 
to the carriage, she assured me she 
would not make a single call, yet a 
dress which was to be finished by the 
following Thursday, struck her of too 
much importance to be neglected an 
hour ; and instead of driving to Hamp- 
stead, the coachman was ordered first 
to go to Mrs. ‘Tiffany’s, the miliners, in 
Bond street. At the moment my sis- 
ter descended from the carriage, a 
young woman entered the shop, and 
spreading some elegant work upon the 
counter, said, she was sorry to inform 
her the lady who had undertaken to 
complete it was- confined to her bed, 
from an unfortunate accident which 
had happened the preceding afternoon. 
“ And can she not work as well in bed 
as up?” inquired the unfeeling mons- 











upon Mrs. Mortimer in the course of 
the afternoon. 

To this amiable sister I am not only 
attached by the ties of nature, but still 
more so, from observing a thousand in- 
stances of the goodness of her heart ; 
and though there may sometimes appear 
alevity in her conduct, yet this absolutely 


ter; “ I am happy, however,” she con- 
tinued, addressing herself to my sister, 
“that your ladyship is here; for 
should I not be able to get your lady- 
ship’s dress completed, you will know 
that the fault is not mine; for I assure 
you, ma’am, I would not have given it 
to the woman, if she had not sacredly 
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promised to finish it by your ladyship’s 
time; but I don’t know who would 
have to do with such crzatures, if they 
could but find people to employ at 
home.” “ Creature !” exclaimed the 
young woman who had brought the 
unfinished drapery, “ I would have-you 
learn to speak of your betters with a 
little more respect——Oh Lord! that 
ever I should have lived to see the day 
that my young lady should be forced to 
work for such an unfeeling wretch !” 
“ Out of my shop this instant you vile 
hussey !” exclaimed Mrs. Tiffany.— 
Sally was obeying the mandate (for it 
was herself,) when my sister caught her 
by the arm, and entreated her to get 
into the carriage, as she was resolved 
to call upon the lady to whom the acci- 
dent had occurred. 

That Mrs. Mortimer had supported 
herself and lovely offspring by her own 
iudustry I had informed my sister, and 
the moment an accident was mentioned; 
she was convinced the person alluded 
to was the being who had made so 
strong an impression upon my heart. 
This channel of communication was 
fortunately opened between them, which 
prevented me from appearing a part 
concerned. To the attached Sally my 
sister easily apologized for her intend- 
ed visit, by saying she was resolved to 
wait until the. lady was sufficiently re- 
covered to finish her gown, and as in- 
disposition naturally increased expense, 
she begged the worthy creature to ac- 
cept a ten pound note, for the purpose 
of supplying her lodger with those lit- 
tle indulgences her situation might de- 
mand. “ Oh, madam!” said the affec- 
tionate creature, ** was I to accept this 
mark of your generosity it would break 
my poor young lady’s heart; for kind 
as you are, too well do I know her to 
dare to offer her a stranger’s gift.” 
*“ You are a good creature,” replied 
Charlotte, *‘ and you must do me the 
favour of accepting this trifle for your- 
self; and the only return I beg is, that 
you will introduce me to Mrs. Morti- 
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mer, as the lady for whom she had un. 
dertaken to work a dress.” 
(To be continued._) 
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SONNET. 
From Dr. Gilchrist’s Specimen of Hindoo Poetry, 
Are lucid drops in either eye, 
Love’s magic gems set there ? 
Or do they glisten, sink and die— 
Mere twinkling spheres of air ? 
Each killing charm at once display, 
Here, tyrant! strike thy dart ; 
Take full revenge—but near me stay, 
Tis worse than death to part ! 
Thy rival planet if we see, 
Through monthly changes run, 
From waning where is beauty free, 
Though radiant asthe sun? 
True on thy cheeks youth blowing glows, 
But, oh! frail mortal hear ! 
Yon virgin dew which decks the rose, 
Just shines—to disappear. 
Yet, Asuf, why the boon deplore, 
That chance alone can give ? 
Sure, absence wounds his heart no more, 
Who slighted—hates to live. 
May’st thou, beloved ! here remain 
In bliss, like saints above ; 
Take this last breast! returned again, 
To sigh—how much I love. 





A GOOD WIFE. 


benign Providence, to scatter the roses 
of contentment, and strew the dark and 


y||serpentine paths of life with the choi- § 


cest, the most fadeless flowers; and is 
truly the “ /ast best gift of God to man” 
—Formed to charm, to allure and fasci- 
nate the whole soul of an affectionate 
husband, she can at any time transfuse 


and by the powerful magic of a smile, 
change in a moment the bitter draughts 


delicious nectar. A good wife is the 
centre of the powerful, attractive sys- 
tem, in which resolve, with uniform 
motion, all the bewitching graces, all 
the home-born delights of refined and 
tranquil love. She gives a new charm, 
and adds an exquisite delight to all the 
blandishments of social life. Solitude is 
a stranger where she dwells ; and me- 
lancholy, pausing over his mournful 
story, dares not approach her consecra- 





| ted mansion.She is the silver wand which 


A good wife is a being selected by a 


a portion of her own spirit into his, f 


of-his existence into those of the most f 
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estores the sunshine of her soul. In 
her right hand, are health, happiness and 
dawning honours; and in her left, an 
inverted mirror, reflecting the loveliest 
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chases away the demon of sorrow, and || 
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oetry. WMobjects in creation. A good wife will 
soften the asperity of thy temper, and 
smooth thy brow, clouded with sad- 
ness. She will kindly watch over thy 
bed of sickness, and whisper in soft ac- 
Mcents the language of consolation to thy 
Mdrooping heart. She will form thy 
mind to generous exertions, and make 
Mthee nobly emulous of real greatness ; 
Wand when the last, faint flashes of life’s 
ws, | Sexpiring lamp have quivered out their 
ittle moment, her tears will moisten 
} Whe clay-cold form; and her prayers 
ascending for thy final happiness, will 
Pgently waft thy disembodied spirit to 
Fe, |athe blest garden of the paradise of God. 
EXTEMPORE 
m0n travellers never having been able to discover 
: where the Garden of Eden stood. 
From Eden’s bowers when woman ran, 
’Twas Paradise no more ; 
| by a Nor since could e’er the foot of man 
neni Its once framed spot explore. 
But out of this each blessing flows, 
-k and. : And all our joys arise : 
choi- For woman, wheresoe’er she goes, 
and is Creates a paradise. 
) man” CLEANLINESS. 
fasci- Cleanliness is one of the chief deities 
ew among the household gods, and it is 
nsfust Fone to which our worship is constantly 
to his; Midue. She rewards her votaries with 
smile, health and cheerfulness, and makes the 
aught Pifreside of the cottage as agreeabie as 
> most Pathe carpetted halls of the palace. She 
is the Brenders the coarsest fare an agreeable 
¢ SY luxury, and the most magnificent enter- 
a inment affords no luxury without her 
- i presiding influence. In a word, she is 
ed an? Bithe queen of civilization, and her most 
char™, Bfavourite haunts are the habitations of 
all the Bihe industrious. 
itude 1s 
nd me- TO on the return of Spring. 
ournf Can I lovely nature see, 
mnsecra- In all her pristine gaiety, 
d which And every hill and dale between, 









Cloth’d again in cheerful green ? 


Can I view the shady bow’rs 

Deck’d again with varied flow’rs ; 
Flow’rs enamelling the glade, 

That bud to die and bloom to fade ? 
Can the rose its pride resume, 

And breathe around its sweet perfume ? 
Extend its beauteous leaf anew, 
‘With velvet touch, and crimson hue? 
Can the airy zephyrs bring, 

New graces to the youthful Spring, 
Without recalling to my mind, 

A maid as fair, but far less kind? 

A maid as fair—for nature’s charms 
Are centred in her circling arms ; 

Her cheeks the rose’s hue eclipse, 





But far less kind ; for mark how free 

The Spring extends her charity ; 
Dispensing sweetness o’er the ball, 

Bestows a smile alike on all. 

Why then should’st thou refuse to bless, 
Since thou can’st please with so much less ? 
I ask not half so much of thee ; 

Bestow a smile alone on me. 


| And all its perfume’s inher lips 








RUSSIA. 


It is a very curious and instructive 
spectacle which Russia presents in the 
strange diversity of its inhabitants. It 
is said that here are eighty distinct na- 
tions, differing in character, language, 
religion, government, manners, degrees 
of civilization and modes of life. The 
hunter and fisher, without property, 
clothed in skins, who live and feed on 
raw flesh and unripe fruits, and the 
shepherds living in moveable tents, 
supported by the produce of their flocks, 
ignorant of the use of money and the art 
of writing, are fellow subjects with the 
industrious husbandman and the inge- 
nius mechanic, with the owner of a 
thousand acres, and the wealthy mer- 
chant. Here are tribes loose and un- 
connected, some bowing to parental au- 
thority, others preserving a pure de- 
mocracy; the adherents of monarchy in 
all its gradations, and of aristocracy in 
every shape. Here is found religion 
in every form, from the grossest impu- . 
rities and absurdities of polytheism to 
the sanctity of the christian faith and 
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practice. In short, Russia presents 
man in every variety of his physical 
condition, and under every modification 
of the social state and religious princi- 
ple. Here may be seen at once, what 

















































64 
a succession of ages elsewhere exhibits, 
and the stimultaneous view may correct 
the errors and prejudices into which 
detached portions of human history 
have betrayed philosophers. 





“The Maid 1 Love so Well.” 


Though dear the cot that skirts the hill, 
By wanton woodbines crown’d ; 

And dear the gently-murmuring rill, 
In rosy fetters bound : 

Yet still Pd all these joys resign, 
On desert shores to dwell, 

Could I but fondly call as mine 
The maid I love so well. 

Though sweet o’er sunny hills to roam, 
Through flow’ry vales to stray, 

Just as the lark forsakes its home, 
To hail the rising day ; 

Yet stil! ’d all these joys resign 
On desert shores to dwell, 

Could I but fondly cali as mine 
The maid 1 love so well. 

Ch ! what is Summer’s brightest gaze, 
To passion’s speaking eye ? 

Oh! what the gentlest breeze that plays, 
To rapture’s melting sigh ? 

Ah, yes ! Pd all these joys resign 
On desert shores to dwell, 


THE PARLOUR COMPANION. 


ime neither the opportunity necessary for obser§} 




















for the honour of my hand in dancing; whe 
watch my looks, like the keepers of an insane 
person; and who prevent me from exercising g 
free choice in any of my actions. If I desire ty 
witness the dramatic powers of a favourite actor, § 
it is in vain: my box is the chace where thes 
unwearied fortune-hunters pursue poor rich me~ 
their marked game ; and it appears that no co. 
vert I have yet found can screen me from their 
determined pursuit. I have lamented my mise. 
rable condition to some of my own sex, who ab. 
solutely laugh at my folly in not enjoying what f 
they calla triumph, but which I feel a degrada [7 
tion, for it is evident to the weakest observer, f 
that neither my mind nor my person is the object f7 
of this attention, but my money. Nay, I have} 
had the mortification to hear some others whis 
per aloud, that “ 1 was as ugly as sin, and litt | 
better than an idiot, but my fortune would get 
me a husband of some sort, do doubt.” I havej_ 
appealed to my parents, and they unite in assur.|~ 
ing me, that there is no hope for me but in mar.| 7 
riage ; for that I shall inevitably continue to k]7 
hunted as long as my fortunc is in view. Now| > 
good Mr. Editor, as a last hope I look to you:} 
Can you not devise some means for my escape!}) 
or must the fortune, which the kindness of mf 
ancestors designed should make me independent, F 
become the cause of my falling a prey to forf 
tune-hunters! whose incessant pursuit allowf 
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Could { but fondly call as mine 
The maid 1 love so well. 


—— 


LETTER FROM AN HEIRESS. 


Mr Editor,— hasten to lay before you my un- 
happy lot, in being the heiress to what is called 
a large fortune, in hopes that you may be able 
to devise some remedy for my grievances. Jam 
the daughter of very kind parents, who have 
given me every opportunity of acquiring the 
usual accomplishments of a young lady of fa- 
shion; altliough our residence has been chiefly 
in the country. In excellent health and spirits, 
I some time since arrived at my uncle’s house, 

‘ with the joyful expectation of passing a delight- 
ful winter in the city; this being the long looked 
for period at which 1 was to come out. How 
happy a season this might have proved to me, 
had 1 not been an heiress ! The society to which 
my connexions were likely to introduce me, I 
knew to be of the most agreeable kind; public 
amusements and private parties promised me 
abundance of pleasure ; and but for this unfortu- 
nate fortune, 1 should certainly have enjoyed, at 
least, one happy winter. But, alas! scarcely 
was it know that I had arrived, when my un- 
cje’s door was besieged by visitors, who had long 
-before ceased to visit him; and his hand was 
squeezed by five hundred friends whose faces he 
had absolutely forgotten. My hgpes of happiness 
are thus all vanished! No sooner do I appear in 
a drawing room, than a crowd of beaux put my 
patience to the test, by circumscribing my mo- 
tions to such a spot as they choose ; who disgust 
my ears with the most fulsome flatteries; who 





vation, nor the calmness which is requisite to 
deliberation, in a choice which must constitute 
the future happiness or misery of 

CECELIA. 





TO MISS M. A. W. 


Who can speak what most they feel ? 
The tender heart so sways the mind ; 
Down the soft cheek the tear may steal, 
But thought no utterance can find. 
Yet I will ever think of thee 
In hour of woe, in hourof glee ; 

‘Yo thee alone would give 
My swectest smile, my saddest tear, 
My earliest vow, my latest prayer, 
While this fond heart shall live. 


—— 


On the death of a person of the name of Hemp. = 


No words can paint the anguish deep, 

With which his friends his loss deplore ; 
Let vice rejoice, let virtue weep, 

Hemp is, alas! no more. 
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A wealthy man, who was a great improver d the 
ground, used to boast, that “ he would never . 
come into that place which ought not be mak Mpear | 
better”? To which a person tartly replied, “tR% mu; 


would seem then, Sir, that you will never go # 
Heaven !” 
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